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ACT FIRST. 


ScBNE 1 st: —A hall in The9eu»* Palace. Hippolyiue and, 
Theramenec enter. 

Hippolytuc. My will is fixed, Theramenes. To-day I bid 
adieu to Athens; already doth my heart rebuke my idleness. 
’Tie six months since the king, my father, left these shores to 
struggle with the foe. No tidings of his safety greet our ears; 
no friendly shore hath seen his welcome sail; no herald yet 
announces his return. Business of the state, matters of grave 
import demand his presence here. Rebellious treason, panting 
for his crown, urges his absence as proof of his demise. These 
are not reasons to deter my steps, nor can my fears resolve 
themselves to peace, until, with certainty, I know my father 
lives. 

Theramenec. And whither would’st thou turn thy uncertain 
sail in search of him whose lone retreat Neptune forbids that 
mortals desecrate ? Did not the choicest fleet of Athens scour 
the broad seas, the shores of the JBgean, Corinth, Crete? 
Did not the Athenians demand their king among the moun¬ 
tains, among the savage tribes, the enemy?—^and wonid’st 
thou doubt the zeal of their endeavors, pursuing their forsaken 
track, and thou so young, unused to care, while men grown old 
in active labors and their sovereign's love, return, hope-baffled 
in their enterprise. 

Hippolytuc. They did not seek my father with my eyes. 
And ye^ I do not doubt my father’s friends, their zeal, their 
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loyalty; bat other reasons press. I must go hence. In seek¬ 
ing Theseus I shall do my duty; in quitting Athens I shall 
save myself, and raze out memories ’tis death to know have 
lived! 

Theramenes. Since when, my lord, have memories like these 
usurped thy peace ? Can ills I may not know be harbored in 
thy breast ? 

JELippolytus. Can there be aught but ills for me in Athens! 

TherameTieB. Ah, true! I had forgotten, Phmdra is thy 
enemy! Yet she is changed of late; and though scarce had 
she seen three moons beneath thy father’s roof, his wife, ere 
she had exiled thee, yet now her hate subdued, her vengeance 
spent, thou hast no cause to dread her power. Beside, the 
queen, unhappy lady, weary of life, and of the son that lights 
her, sighs for the hour when death shall summon her to her 
father’s um. 

SippolytU9. Hate slumbers in her breast--it is not dead. 
She pines for cause still further to afflict me. Yet were Phae¬ 
dra not, and had she never been—can there be peace for me 
where young Aricia dwells ? 

Theramenei. My lord thou do’st abuse her gentleness: her 
brothers’ crimes belong to them—not her: should she be 
blamed because they were thy enemies ? Because she is thy 
father’s slave, should she incur thy hate? 

HippolyiuB. Did I hate her, £ would not fly her. 

Theramenes. Thou hast not dared to love her? Thou, Hip* 
polytus, thy father’s son? That blush betrays thee, boy. 

Hippolytue* Thou ’st heard too much and know’st me not 
enough. Theseus is my father, an Amazonian woman fed me 
with her milk; from her proud heart I drew my life, then 
can’st thou wonder if at the charge thy words imply—a blush 
should paint my cheek? Theramenes, respect that mother’s 
memory. 

Theramenee. And thou, Hippolytus, respect thyself. Suffer 
me to speak, who have known thee from thy birth; Aricia— 

Hippolytw^ Peace! the name disturbs me. Let it be buried 
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with her brothers—^is she not their sister? my father’s slave? 
condemned to celibacy, lest through her their hostile blood 
should rise to sweep him from his throne? Theseus is king; 
and dare I to espouse her cause against his anger? Besides, 
the laws, with stern omnipotence, forbid that Hymen lend his 
light to consecrate the nuptials of the blood of the Pallantides. 
Should I incur the wrath of gods, and call upon a nation’s 
head the crime of my rebellion, and thus, by my audacious 
love, bring ruin to Aricia? 

Theramene 9 . \A9ide^ ’Tis as I thought. [Aloud^ Ah, 
my lord! if love be wedded to Aricia’s cause, she need not fear 
the gods. For every thorn thy father’s hate plants in her 
young, unerring heart, a flower of love buds forth for thee, 
exhaling sweets which poison, while they charm and set thy 
brain on fire. 

Hippolytus. ’Tis even so, Theramenes; I love, I burn; Ari- 
oia’s eyes have smote my peace, and she, my father made his 
slave!—^hath captive made his son. 

TherameneB. Now do I see the ills which thou would’st fly. 
Incautious prince, what would’st thou with thy house’s enemy? 

MippolyiuB. Naught with mine enemy, but all with love! 
Yet hear me still; I know what thou would ’st say—^my house’s 
honor, it shall not be forgotten. If through me that house 
have fallen, through me it shall rise. Aricia knows not of this 
sudden stroke—^let her still be innocent. I will away beyond 
the seas, and there in exile tear from the volume of my father’s 
fame this first foul blot and most unworthy page. 

TherameneB. And thou wilt leave us ? 

HippolytuB. Would ’st thou have me stay? 

TherameneB. Alas I Bht Phaedra, thou wilt see her, ere thy 
sail be spread? Unhappy queen, she wronged thee, true, yet 
in her soul some sorrow dwells which argues she is not all hate. 
Make peace with her. Do not the gods forgive ? Phaedra dies, 
A malady is gnawing at her heart no medicine can reach. 
Through the long night her tearless moans break the dead 
silence; she calls on light, and when its golden beams tinge the 
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glad cheek of morn, her weary spirit sighs for night, and chides 
the season that prolongs the day. 

HippolytuB. ’Tis said that since my father left she hath not 
smiled. Would he were here. I will not seek the queen. 
Why should I pain her with my unwelcome presence. Yet ere 
I leave the court thou can ’st advertise her that in observance of 
her state I will await her audience. Come, Theramenes, we 
lose our time. [Exbunt. 

Enter FsLfiBBA and (Enonb. 

Phoedrcu Let me rest here. My knees sink under me. I 
can walk no more, (sito)—Alas! 

(Enone. Gan I do ought to serve the queen ? 

Phcedra. Remove these ornaments, and this and these. 
What hand importunate hath placed them here? All mortals 
have conspired to injure me. 

(Enone. Teach me to please thee. Am I not thy slave? 
Do I not love thee? Can I not be kind? Was it not thy wish I 
should adorn thee thus, that thou might ’st taste the air, see the 
glad sun, and now yet ere my last, fond office is complete, thou 
dost rebuke my zeal and blame my willingness. 

Phcedra. Thou still wert kind; bear with me, 'tis not long 
my care can burthen thee. Thou bright sun chide not if a 
mortal sigh, and smile to-day the last thou ’It smile on me. 

(Enone. And must I hear thee ever thus renouncing life ? 

Phcedra. Gods, why can I not! Is there no peace, no 
long, long night where for all time the mind may sleep ? Day 
wears, night comes, but brings no peace, and on my soul, like 
molten fire, burns one eternal torment! 

(Enone. Hear this, ye gods! 

Phcedra. Peace! The gods are angry, and from my aching 
senses have uprooted reason. (Enone, how is it with thy mis¬ 
tress, that thus across her cheek dark blushes steal, while from 
her heart the blood recedes. Ah me! It is not health, (Enone ! 

Enone. It is not health, sweet queen, and must I see thee 
day by day thus passing from my arms a prey to silence—deaf to 
all entreaties. Thrice hath the bright sun blessed the day, and' 
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thrice the moon kept vigil o’er the night, since oar loved qneen 
hath closed her eyes, since her mute lips have tasted food. Why 
-will she thus offend the gods! What deep designs find enter¬ 
tainment in her soul! Does not. a husband’s heart leap up 
with joy at mention of her name ? Is not her love of all his 
crown the brightest gem. Do not her children claim her 
smile—do not their tender years demand her care? 

Phcedra. Alas, poor children! 

(Enone. Yes, poor indeed, if Phsedra do not live. An 
Amazonian’s son shall wear her husband’s crown; his hate 
shall fall upon her offspring’s head; his wrath pursue them 
till their young blood, the pride of Greece, the gift of gods, shall 
flow to quench his vengeance I 

Phcedra. Peace I wretched woman I—^if to thee thy life be 
dear! why wilt thou torture me ? 

(Enone. I would not add a torture to thy soul e’en did the 
gods command it! Yet would I urge, that for thy children’s 
sake thou would ’st prolong the taper of thy life. It flickers 
still; let love rekindle it. 

Phcedra. Alas! It has already burned too long, and lights 
me only to despair. 

(Enone. What horrors fill thy soul! what crime envelopes 
it! Those hands all beautiful, have they been stained with 
blood! 

Phcedra. My hands ? No! They are innocent: would to the 
gods my heart were so! 

(Enone. And what dark project lingers at thy heart at 
which thy brain doth totter ? 

Phcedra. Let it fall!—or ere that crime be told! 

(Enone. Die, then; be silent; but to close thine eyes, find 
other hands than these; within the house of death my soul shall 
first ascend—a thousand ways lie open to conduct me; my grief 
will choose the shortest. Cruel queen! since here I may not 
share thy sorrow! When hath my faith forsaken thee ? Did I 
not hold thee in these arms before thou sawest thy mother’s 
face; from my breast did I not nourish thee; my country, 
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duldren, all I hare forsaken for thy serrioe—ia this the price 
ofmyfideli^? 

Phadra. What need of words like these. Thoa wonld’st 
freese with horror did I q>eak. 

(Etume. And what oonld I feel worse than the pangs ci 
seeing thee expire before mine eyes ? 

Phaedra. When then shalt know the cause. I shall not die 
the less, bat e’en more culpable. 

(Etume. Then by the tears with whidi 1 bathe this hand, 
by these dear knees I clasp, rdiere my spirit firom this monmfal 
doabt! 

Phaedra. ThoaTt hare it so: rise. 

(Efune. Oh, speak, I listen to thee. 

Phaedra. 0, Ariadne, my loved sister, now do I know what 
thoa didst feel when on the Acheron thoa bewail’d’st thy fate! 

(Enone. Forget that, qaeen, Theseos deserted her for love 
of theef and wilt thoa blame him evermore ! 

Phaedra. She too did love. 

(Enone. And thoa ? 

Phaedra. Alas! 

(Enone. Jast gods! and whom ? 

Phaedra. Dost know a prince bdonging to the coart, whom 
long my hatred hath oppressed ? 

(Enone. None. 

Phaedra. Think well. A yonth whose snule reflects the 
san, whose form is majesty, whose sonl ontshines the heavens, 
whose glance is fatal! 

(Enone. None, qaeen, do I know endowed with grace like 
this, save one, and he long banished from the court, Hippolytus. 

Phaedra. What fiend art thoa, to mingle with the air that 
name so long forbidden! 

(Enone. ’Tis he, jost gods, and thoa art lost! Oh, crime! 
oh, horror! oh, queen! thoa hast chilled the blood within my 
veins! 

Phaedra. No wonder, it is froxen in my heart. 

(Enone. Speak on. 
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Phoedra. Within this palace I had hardly stood the bride of 
Theseus, the king, his queen, when Athens showed me my im¬ 
mortal enemy in his dark eye, who welcomed me. He knelt 
and kissed my hand, I trembled, blushed, grew pale, then as he 
gazed up in mine eyes, I tottered from the throne, with out¬ 
stretched arms I raised him and pressed upon his brow with 
trembling lips a kiss of fire! The morrow came, I could not 
speak, I felt my frame now freeze, now burn. I knelt to 
Venus, and with assiduous vows besought her to assuage her 
fatal fires; I built a temple to appease her wrath, and decked 
it with these hands, then incense offered—^in vain—^in vain— 
for while my lips pronounced her name, my heart adored Hip- 
polytus! At last I gained a power o’er myself and tried to 
shun him. Oh, vain deceit! Where ^er I turned by day, by 
night, asleep, awake, Hippolytus was there. Hippolytus pur¬ 
sued me! 

Strange comment of the court reached Theseus' ear: he ques¬ 
tioned me, and registered with tender vows his wish to see 
me smile again. In that hour of fear some slumbering virtue 
'woke within my breast and whispering in mine ear, said, 
“Courage." I spoke. Strange accents followed as though 
they emanated from a mouth of stone. I named Hippolytus, 
his wrongs, his hate, and on his worshipped head poured such a 
storm of wrath as made his father tremble. Passion had re¬ 
volted in my breast inciting me to madness! I urged my 
tender years, my love for Theseus—a second mother's hate. 
I pressed his exile, and with ceaseless cries on his unworthi¬ 
ness, won from the king his banishment. He left the court. I 
breathed again; and in his absence the current of my life more 
tranquil flowed. The gods took pity on my soul and sent me 
children. Ah, cruel gods! why did ye mock me! I dare not 
look upon them; for in their innocent caresses methinks I feel 
fAetr brother'% touch! But this is not enough. Of late I see 
mine enemy again, and at his glance my half healed wound 
bleeds all afresh. Unpitying Venus hath marked me for her 
prey I Is it then my fault if she abuse me, while thus I hold 
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mj life in hate, my crime in horror! And can ’at thou wonder 
if in death I seek to smother in my incestuons breast this burn¬ 
ing flame—-this all-devouring torment! Thou’dst know my 
sorrow—^thou hast heard it all. 

Enter Panopa. 

Panopa. Queen,— 

(Enone. What would’st thou ? 

Panopa, In strict obedience I am come the unhappy mes¬ 
senger of these sad news. In vain have prayers for Theseus’ 
safety been offered to the gods. He will return no more. 
Some vessels, just arrived in port, bring swift intelligence of 
his death. 

Pluedra. Heavens! 

Panopa. Already Athens is divided in her choice of whom 
shall reign. Some to the prince, thy son, give suffrage, while 
others to Hippolytus give their voice, and still a third, with in¬ 
solent usurpation, have dared to name the blood of the Pallan- 
tides. In loyal zeal my duty brought me hither to advise the 
queen of this important matter. Hippolytus is ready to depart; 
his sails are set, and ’tis alleged that if he do appear upon the 
edge of this new storm, his daring feats, his manliness, and the 
late hardships heaped upon him, will enlist the people in his 
fevor. 

(Enone. It is enough, the queen hath heard thee and will 
appear anon. [Exit Panopa^ A moment since I had no hope 
for thee this side the tomb, whither I designed to follow thee, 
but now another choice is left. New evils have prescribed new 
laws; the king is dead and thou must take his place; his death 
bequeaths to thee a son whose rights demand thy care: slave 
if he lose thee—king if thou dost live. On whom, in his mis¬ 
fortunes, will he lean, if thou be absent ? Who, then, will dry 
his tears ? His innocent cries will to the gods ascend, accusing 
thee, his mother, of his loneliness.. Live, then, for his sake, 
nor let this canker-worm, which gnaweth at thy life with ven- 
omed sting, empoison all his years. Theseus’ death absolves 
thy guilty thought, and purifies the flame that bums within; 
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Hippolytus becomes more friend than enemy; to-day, convinced 
of thy embittered hate, he 'would depart,—^fate calls him back 
and makes him king,—fate can do more! Then be persuaded, 
Queen, think of thy son, and thou shalt see Hippolytus— 

Phaedra. That name again! Oh, it would recall my spirit 
from the eternal gate, and make my bloodless heart leap up 
with life! Let us hence, I pray thee come. [Exeunt. 

Enter Aricia and Ismena. 

Aricia. Hippolytus thou say’st desires to see me here? Art 
sure, Ismena, thou hast not been abused ? 

Ismena. It is most true—prepare to meet him. Since 
Theseus’ death thou ’rt mistress of thy destiny, and soon at thy 
feet, not he alone, but Greece herself will kneel. 

Aricia. It is not, then, an ill-affirmed rumor? I cease to 
be a slave! 

Ismena. The gods have said it. Theseus hath joined thy 
brothers’ shades on that dark shore whose waters he can never 
more recross. 

Aricia. Do they say what sad adventure did terminate his 
days? 

Ismena. Many are the causes noised abroad. ’Tis said that 
in a pitiless storm he perished, while on his homeward way. 

Aricia. And thou believ’st Hippolytus, more’ humane than 
his father, will lighten my misfortunes ? On what vain hope 
think’st thou he pities me ? Can he respect in me alone a sex 
that he despises? Thou see’st of late that he avoids our steps— 
forsakes all places we wont to frequent are. 

Ismena. Yes, I’ve marked all that. Report recites him 
proud and cold,—but I have watched him well and seen his 
haughty look beneath thy glance confounded. His eyes have 
fastened on thee, while his proud soul, struggling from within, 
oozed from beneath their trembling lids, and fell upon his cheek 
like liquid pearls. 

Aricia. And think’st thou this was love ? Oh speak again, 
Ismena, and let him be thy theme! Mine ears shall drink in 
every sound and fertilize my parched hopes! For know thou. 
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too, that I do love him! I, Ismena, the play thing of remorse- 
less fate, condemned to bitterness and tears, hare dared to raise 
mine eyes to him, the only scion of a king, the noblest son of 
Greece! 

limena. Oh rash imprudence. Thon knoVst that since thy 
brothers’ death it is forbid all Greeks to sigh for thee, lest 
through thy blood their ashes should reanimate. 

Arieia. Yet still I love! There are no laws to bind the 
soul! Oh tell me I am loved, Ismena! ' 

hmena. [Seeing Hippolgtm earning^ He comes—^hear him. 
[Retires. Hippolyius entering^ Aricia, before I leave, my 
duty bids me warn you of your new condition. My father lives 
no more. One solace hath he left behind to mingle with afflic¬ 
tion—^the right to make you free. I revoke those laws whose 
rigor I have long deplored. Dispose, I pray you, maiden, of 
your person, of your heart. Tresena, my inheritance, my grand- 
sire’s heritage hath recognised me king, nor can its choice 
presage disaster to its peace, since my first dnty is hallowed in 
thy cause. 

Aricia. Oh, prince, this overflow of fortune hath home away 
mine eloquence. Let my joy speak my thanks* In the dis¬ 
grace thy father’s laws imposed on me—how have I deserved 
thy care ? 

Bippolyius. Athens, uncertain in its choice of a successor, 
speaks of you—^names me, and the son of the queen. 

Aricia. Speaks of me 2 

Hippolyius. Jealous of its own renown, disdaining to adopt 
in me, the son of a Scytherian, preferring to my mother’s child, 
the son of Phmdra: this preference I can dispute by right of 
birth, but more legitimate reasons arrest me in mine own de¬ 
fence. To thee I cede, or rather do return the right to claim 
the sceptre, which, to thy ancestors, did justly appertain. Adop¬ 
tion placed it in my father’s hands, unmindful of thy brothers’ 
rights; but now those brothers conquered, and that father dead, 
Athens repentant of continued quarrel, caUs on thee. Crete 
offers to Pheedra’s son a rich retreat; Tresena hath adopted 
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me; Attica is thine* Accept it, pray, and may this disposition 
of our destinies convey to each our long desired wishes. 

Aricia, I am astonished and confused. What god hath put 
it in thy breast to favor me with words like these! Oft and 
well thy praises have been told, but their truth surpasses their 
renown! Yet, pardon me, if I forbid that thou betray thy in¬ 
terests in my behalf. The chain of bondage lifted from my 
soul, my conduct free! Oh what are thrones compared to 
liberty! I seek nought else; already crowned in thy especial 
favor—^my only wish thou wilt no longer hate me. 

HipfolytuB. Hate thee 7 Thou hast never given me cause* 
[TakeB her handJ\ Oh why art thou so beautiful? 

Aricia. Prince, what would’st thou— 

HippolyiuB. ’Tis said, and thou shalt hear me; this hour 
hath conquered my allegiance. ’Tis known to thee I have not 
smiled of late, nor shared those sports which youth delights in, 
and in whose exercise I o’erdid all competitors. My coursers, 
too, unused to long neglect, have grown morose and restless as 
if they mourned my absence* My favorite steed hath ceased to 
know my voice; my bow unstrung, neglected hangs, while in 
my heart an arrow lies!—’tis thou didst place it there! Vainly 
I*ve struggled ’twixt my pride and thee* I’ve fled thy pre¬ 
sence, but in the forest’s depths—^beyond the sea—^in night’s 
dark gloom—^in day’s bright light—thy charms uprose before 
me, each conscious of the other’s power, and vieing in their 
strife to bring me to thy feet! Behold me there—^thou’st 
made me captive; spurn not the prize thy virtues won* 

Aricia. I pray thee, rise. 

HippolytuB. Pardon, if my wild discourse, with rude offense, 
hath pained thy inhabituate ear* In excess of love 1 over¬ 
looked thy gentleness, forgetting that my speech was wild; yet, 
though my vows find in my words but poor significance, believe 
me, maiden, they were conceived in truth. 

Panopa. [EnteriTig.'] The queen would see the prince* 
HippolytuB. The queen? What would she with me ? 
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Panopa. Pri&oe, I know not. She bade me say it is her 
wish to speak with thee. 

Bxppolyttu. Anon I will attend her pleasure. 

Arieia. Nay now, sweet prince, thon ’It not refuse to hear 
her ? Although convinced of her severi^, thou ow’st unto her 
tears some shade of pity. 

JELippolytut. I will obey. [Panopa JSctite.] Arieia, speak. 
Must I depart, still ignorant of the fate thy silence hides from 
me? Will not thy love accompany me? Or must I go alone 
with shattered hopes and leave my heart behind ? 

Arieia. Depart, sweet prince, 1 ’ll guard thy heart more 
fondly than mine own; for it, long since, I did bestow, and ’till 
this happy hour, did ne’er reveal its owner. 

HippoltfUte. Ah, hUooed hour! Speak on, I pray—^nay do 
not leave me yet. 

Arieia. My lord, the quemi advances. 

Eippolytue. [Leading her eff."] Would I could go with 
thee. [Pksdra Entbbs. 

Phaedra. Hippolytns, ’tis said thou art about to leave the J ^ 
court. Thy father’s death devolves new cares on all of nsi: 

To thy sorrows I would join mine own. I come to recommend 
unto thy grace my son. No &ther lives to guide his tender 
years; his mother, too, she soon must pass away. Already 
there are those who do attack his youth; thou can’st defend 
him ’gainst their cunning; thy hand alone can keep his enemies 
at bay. Yet, still within my soul a secret fear exists, that I 
have closed thine ear unto his cries. I tremble, lest, to avenge 
thyself upon his mother, thou destroy his peace. 

Sppolyiuo. Yon do not know me, queen. 

Phaedra. And thon didst hate me, I should not complain, 
for I have striven to harm thee: into the bottom of my heart 
thou could’st not read. In public and in private I have raised 
my voice against thee with unceasing seaL No word escaped 
my fevered lips, which did not reoommend me to thine enmity. 
From these shores, which 1 inhabit, I have driven thee afar, and 
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by imperious law, forbade thy name pronounced before me; 
from thy paternal home have exiled thee; of this and mqre I ’re 
been the cause; yet, still, Hippolytus, if our crimes be measured 
by our suffering, and acts by their intents, then never lived the 
being more worthy of thy pity—^less worthy of thy hate. 

Hippolytu%. Queen, thou hast no cause to fear my enmity. 
Thy story’s common to the human heart. A second mother 
seldom pardons in a first wife’s child the faults which, in her 
own, her love is blind to; and I, morose and sullen from my 
infancy, have had few gifts of nature to commend me to thy 
favor; what wonder, then, thou could’st not brook my presence? 
It was thy goodness, queen, to overlook my faults—another 
mother had scarcely been so just. 

Phaedra, Ah, my lord, I dare attest to heaven that from 
this common law I am exempt! for in this instance I was less 
the mother than the wife—and woman more than either! Yet, 
still there did exist a cause why I did wrong thee! Was I not 
wedded to thy father ? Ah, why, my lord, when to unhappy 
Crete he crossed the waves, did’st thou not follow him? Then, 
Phmdra, had not wronged thee; then, by thy hand, had our 
monster fallen, spite of the windings of his vast retreat; my 
sister, with the fatal thread, had armed thy hand—^no, no, not 
she, but I, inspired by love—^’tis I had guided thee! A thread 
had not assured me of thy safety! Together through its laby¬ 
rinths we had descended—^together hoped—^together feared— 
together felt each other’s presence—^together had returned, or 
together perished! Crete, on thy brow, had placed the victor’s 
wreath, and Phaedra crowned thee with immortal glory! 

Hippolytus. Great gods! what do I hear! Do’st thou for¬ 
get that Theseus is my father—^thou his wife? — 

' Phaedra. And by what right, prince, think’st thou I have 
forgotten it ? 

Pippolyius. Thy pardon, queen, I do avow in blushing. I 
did wrongfully accuse an innocent discourse. My shame re¬ 
bukes my forwardness; I will relieve thy sight. Permit me. 

{About to retire. 
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PhoBdra. ^^ying himJ\ Ahy cruel, thou hast heard me but 
too well. Know, then, that Phmdra, in all her furj, loves thee! 
The gods are witness of it, the gods that have seduced mj heart 
and planted in my side the seeds of this unholy fire I It must be 
told, this flame that mingles with my blood—^let it have air! I 
came to pray thee for my son—^my heart too full of what it loved 
too well, could speak of nought but thee I Becall the past, how I 
have flown thee, driven thee beyond the seas, invoked thy hate,, 
embittered thy life,—^inhuman to thy sight. I sought to make 
thee odious to mine, and what becomes of it, to-day thou hate’st 
me more—I do not love thee less I I have languished in tears, 
have burned in fire, poison, not blood, gives action to my frame, 
and through my veins its current leaps in streams of fire, 
which, as I speak, consume me; my soul’s ablaze, and the dark 
furies, chasing one the other, pursue me with vengeance! While 
I abhor myself, I love thee; while I am hideous to mine own 
eyes, thou still art beautiful! Hippolytus, avenge thy father! 
Phasdra is his widow and dares to love his son! Here is my 
heart—’tis there thy hand should strike; guilt, with remorseless 
tyranny, usurps its peace, purge thou its pores, and on thy reek* 
ing sword let its fod flame this madness expiate, or if thou en* 
viest me a punishment so sweet, or deem’st my blood too black 
to blot its blade—^give me thy sword! 

SippolytuB. What would’st thou do, just gods! 

[(Enone enters hurriedly, and seizes the sword as she 

IS ABOUT TO SLAY HERSELF.] 

(Emne, Madam, forbear! Avoid this shame. Thy presence 
is demanded by the people. A herald, charged with wishes of 
the state, proclaims thee queen of Athens! 

[Exit with PniSDRA. 

SippolytuB. Gods, that know her, is it then her virtues that 
ye recompense! [Exit. 




ACT SECOND. 


Scene 1st. —Phjbdba and CEnonb enter. 

Phoedra. Why should they load me with these honors; their 
acclamations hut augment my misery, and would ’st thou they 
should gaze upon my wretchedness? Rather hide me from 
their view; conceal me from myself; am I not hideous in his 
sight ? Hath he not seen me in all my dark deformity. Gods, 
how he listened! With blushes too that darker dyed my shame. 
Why did’st thou come between my hand and me? I else had 
been at peace ere this. Alas! when his sword was pointed 
’gainst my heart did he turn pale and wrench it from my hand ? 
No, it was enough that hand had touched it to make it evermore 
profane his sight; enough, my hot breath stained its blade to 
make the cold steel fester in its scabbard. 

(Enone, Thus in thy evils, dreaming only of complaint, 
thou nourishest a fire it were better to extinguish. Were it not 
wise our queen should seek repose ? Banish from her thought 
this ungrateful prince, renounce this fatal fire ? A nation calls 
thee to a throne, a nation crowns thee with its love, thy gentle¬ 
ness attracts all hearts, wilt thou be ungrateful? Their peace, 
their welfare in thy hand reposes, then be thyself again and let 
the past be past. 

Phoedra. There is no past, no future in my breast; all, all 
is one eternal present. I reign? I govern a state? I cannot 
govern myself. I faithful to a people’s cause? Have I not 
betrayed myself?—o’erturned the empire of my reason? I 
attract all hearts, who am the slave of one? Away, away; 
thou can ’st not teach me patience. 

(Enone. Then fiy this shameful yoke. 

PJuedra. I can not leave the atmosphere he breathes. 

(Enone. Thou had ’st force to banish him ? 
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PhoBdra. It is not the time to think of that. He knows my 
passion. With fatal bound I crossed the barrier of shame— 
retreat’s impossible. He hath heard me speak,—declare my 
love for him. What though he blushed? May be, it was 
surprise. He did not speak?—an austere modesty forbade 
reply. No message from him yet ? His very silence bids me 
hope! A half blown joy hath issued from my heart, my ex« 
pectant soul stands tip-toe, and through the vista of mine ear 
awaits the music of his step! 

(EnoTie. What if he do not come ? 

Phaedra. Thyself hath told me that he will. Beware thou 
hast not trifled with me—with words like these recall’d’st my 
failing strength, and by such flattering counsels taught’st me 
how to hope. 

(Ehane. Alas 11 do repent my words found fatal lodgment 
in thy memory; banish them, I pray thee, queen, and let 
resentment take their place. Hast thou forgotten how this 
proud prince received thy vows; with what coldness, what con¬ 
tempt; how at his feet he left thee prostrate, nor cast on thee 
one pitying look? — how odious at that moment had he ap¬ 
peared, had Phsedra seen him with (Enone’s eyes. 

Phaedra. Thy complaints have too much violence. 

Uonone. Did not a barbarian mother nurse him? 

Phaedra. ’Though a barbarian, yet she did love. 

(Enone. Aye, and to her son still clings her savage nature. 
The very mention of our sex offends him. 

Phaedra. I shall have no rival! Spare thy words, (Enone. 
Serve my passion, not my reason. Orant that his heart be in¬ 
accessible, we ’ll find a pathway to it. An empire hath charms 
for him; Athens dazzles him; he is not able to conceal it; this 
{poinU to her cromi) shall persuade him. Ambition be my god; 
thou ’st taught me how to win Hippoly tus I Go find me this am¬ 
bitious one, speak of my crown, make it blaze before bis eyes, tell 
him PhsedriKedes to him the glory of her throne, let him wear the 
sacred diadem. I ask no honor save to place it on his brow; let 
me but reign the mistress of his heart; 1 still am queen! Let 
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glory tinge thy every "word, and let thy theme be power ; blush 
not at thine eloquence; tempt him with words of fire; fascinate 
his soul; discourse of love; paint Phaedra dying; press, weep, 
groan; but bring him to my feet! Away. {Exit^ (Enone.) 0 
thou who see’st the abyss whereto thy prey is fallen—am 
I enough confounded! Implacable Yenus, thy power is spent; 
thou can ’st not push thy cruelty beyond this fatal moment: thy 
triumph perfect, thy arrows in my breast, be merciful awhile, 
and turn thine anger from me. Attack thine enemy—not thy 
slave. Hippolytus, rebellious to thy sacred laws, before thy 
shrine hath never bent the knee; thy name ofiends his uninitiate 
ear. Goddess, avenge thyself and make him love. {(Enone 
enters hurriedly^ Already here, (Enone—alas! he would not 
listen to thee. 

(Enone. Queen, at thy command, I sought Hippolytus; 
amid the assembled populace beyond the palace gates I espied 
him, when suddenly, as I gazed, a thousand cries a thousand 
times re-echoed, rent the air with “Welcome, Theseus!” 
“ Our king is living! ” “ Our king returned! ” 

Phoedra. Enough, he lives— {Sinks in a chair.) 

(Enone. Sweet queen, recall thy strength, I pray, or ere 
the king appear before thy sights I pray thee speak! 

Phoedra. Great gods, what have I done; my husband here 
alive before his son; how shall I meet them face to face. Hip* 
polytus, aware of my adulterous flame, will watch me while I 
speak, and ’neath his scorching glance will wither up my heart; 
that heart whose sighs for him yet load the air. These eyes 
that have so oft distilled the darkness of the soul his form em 
clouded, when they behold his father’s face, will close their 
curtains and dissolve in shame. Nay, more, will he accuse me 
to the king, reveal unto my husband the passion that consumes 
me, charge on my crime the dishonor of his house, betray his 
horror for me 7 And call down from the gods their just anathe- 
mas. 

(Enone. Believe me queen, he is too brave for that. 

Phoedra. And were he silent, ’twere in vain. I know my 




22 


1? 


fault, and am not one of those in whose base heart foul passions 
fester in unholy revel, while from their lips they chant morality 
insensible to shame. What matter who is silent—^the accuser 
here (points to her breast) will speak. It seems the very vault 
above hath found the gift of speech proclaiming to her hus¬ 
band, Phaedra’s shame. Would the heavens could fall and 
crush me! The very earth shrinks from my guilty steps; oh, 
would that it could open and engulph me! Is it a crime to cease 
to live: what can await the soul in death worse than the shame 
it leaves behind,—aye, there’s the wound, (Enone, my children’s 
shame; my children blushing at their mother’s name; their 
foreheads bent beneath the load her infamy bequeaths them! 

(Enone, But why make deposition ’gainst thyself; why 
pierce thy husband’s ear with loud complaints like these? 
This bitterness of thought, can it restore thy peace of mind ? 
Reflect, should ’st thou abruptly cut the span of life, it will be 
told that Phaedra wronged her husband’s fame and dared not to 
behold him. Then do I see his son give countenance to the 
tale, and with thy fallen glory satiate his hate. Bather let the 
fire from heaven destroy him! Audacious prince! With what 
love dost thou behold him now 7 

Fhcedra, I see him as a monster hideous to mine eyes. 

(Enone. Then shall he triumph and with perverse tongue 
recite thy shame, when from thy lips one word can silence him? 
Do thou accuse him of thy crime—^who will dispute thee ? His 
sword left haply in thy hand, thy present woes, thy past 
complaints, the king long since constrained to exile him, 
these make a volume in thy cause, no voice, were’t loud as 
Jove’s, could gainsay. 

Phcedra. Ye gods! that I should lift my voice to blacken 
innocence! 

(Enone. Thou hast no need; (Enone will speak for thee and 
only ask thy silence. Hush! they come! 

Enter Theseus and Hippolytus. 

Theseus. My queen! Again the gods have been propitious* 
and brought me to thine arms! 
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Phcedra. Stay, Theseus, stay: let not mine arms profane 
thine honor’s sanctity. Thou hast been wronged. In thy sad 
absence jealous fortune hath not spared thy wife; unworthy 
more to please or to approach thee—^let her depart and never 
more behold thy injured presence! [Exit with (Enonb. 

TheseuB. What horrors pierce mine ears! I am amazed. 
Speak thou, my son; Phaedra complains that I am outraged: 
who hath betrayed me ? Do you not answer me, my son ? I 
will within; it is too much this doubt which overwhelms me. 
Phaedra, do thou explain—^this arm hath sinew to avenge thee! 
[Exit. 

MippolytuB. Where tends this fear that freezes up my blood ? 
Phaedra, in her frenzy doth accuse herself, and all is tottering 
on the brink of ruin. What will my father say when this in¬ 
telligence approach his ear! I dare not stay to hear him; 
ever since he came, some terrible presentiment clouds all be¬ 
fore me. 0 love, what mournful poison hast thou shed upon 
our house! And thou, Aricia, thy liberty still forfeit to the 
king, thy heart, too, must it still be shackled! No, no, for it 
is mine; aye, lip to lip thou ’st sworn it! Fll seek thee first— 
then to my father to reveal my love, which though his hate 
may seek to kill—^yet in despite will be immortal! [Exit. 
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ACT THIRD. 


SOEKB IST. 

The$eu9. [Entering mth (Enone."] What do I hear! Hip- 
polytus, my son, the assassin of my honor! This is too much, 
I know not whom or where I am. Audacious youth! Detes* 
table thought! With what cruelty, 0 destiny, dost thou pursue 
me! And this, his sword, I knoi/^ it well; the same with which 
I armed him for a nobler use. The ties of blood could not re¬ 
strain him. And Phaedra, too, in all her goodness, spared him. 
Oh virtue, illy recompensed! Oh ill-deserved silence! 

(Enane. Phaedra spared the father rather than the son. 
Shocked at his criminal design, she snatched his sword, and but 
for my timely presence, it had reached her life. 

Theseus. Thou sayest well; it had been so or ere my loyal 
wife had known my name attainted! Perfidious wretch!—he 
could not meet my glance for fear, he shuddered in accosting 
me, grew pale when I approached, T wondered at his coldness— 
but little dreamed its cause. Bid him come hither. 

(Enane. I will, my lord; then hasten to the queen, for much 
I fear those violent ills will rudely rob her of her life. [Exit. 

Theseus. [Looking off^ ’Tis he, just gods! And by that 
proud, imperial air,—^what eye had not deceived itself like 
mine? he; and on his smile, adulterous and profane—^still 
shines the sacred character of virtue. [Hippolttus Enters. 

Hippolytus. May I inquire, king, what troubled cloud thus 
aptates thy countenance? 

Theseus. Dost thou not fear an angry father’s vengeance? 
Beware thou com’st not here to brave his hate. What wel¬ 
come ’s this thou hast prepared for me ? Imprisoned by mine 
enemy, I escaped the tyrant’s vigilance and crossed the angry 
seas—Neptune protected me. I reached these shores, my life 
thrice spared me by the gods—^for what? To find my state 
divided ’gainst itself; eternal infamy graven on my name; my 
•on turned traitor—the assassin of my wife! 
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Hippolytus. My lord, what tongue corrupt and blasphemous 
abased thine ear with such unjust opprobrium ? 

Theieu 9 . Oh, well feigned innocence! Away!—^lest to the 
crime of having given thee existence, with thy rank blood, I 
further stain my glory. Hence! I say! and take thou heed the 
stars which light us, never more thy footprints see within our 
realm. And thou, 0 Neptune, whose shores so oft my courage 
purged of bloody corsairs, and the enemies’ sail—do thou, 
to-day, avenge a father’s wrongs! Cleanse the affronted earth 
of this foul monster; wash out from Theseus’ blood this odious 
spot; let thy tempests, mountain high, fall on his adulterous 
head; thy fury swallow his incestuous heart; avenge my queen, 
nor vestige leave, in thy great rage, of him who would attaint 
her purity! 

Hippolytm. Just gods, am I forsaken in your sight! Can ye 
look down upon these injuries, and still be dumb! Phsedra, 
accuse Hippolytus of criminal love ? Such wild excess of hor¬ 
ror disconcerts my soul; so many blows, so unforeseen and 
sudden, take from me the power of speech. 

Theseus. Beneath thy silence thou would’st hide thy cow¬ 
ardice ; nay do not speak, and if thou did’st, what words could 
issue from thy distempered lips—could overthrow this evidence ? 
[Showing his sword left in her hand.'] Thy sword—^found in 
her hand—her sole protection—her only choice^—from thy 
polluted touch 1 Hence, away I unnatural aspect 1 

Hippolytus. Theseus, father, king,—but for the nobility 
with which thy lofty teachings have imbued my mind, I might 
reveal another cause why thou dost hold that sword. ’Tis 
honor seals my lips,—fear had unclosed them. Let silence 
slumber. It is not manly to betray the weak. Recall my life, 
remember who I am; from a chaste heroine I drew my life¬ 
blood ; Pithias, thy father, of all the learned deemed the most 
renowned and sage, instructed me through life. I am not wont 
to paint my own advantages; yet, still, may be permitted to 
attest, of all the virtues I inherit, abhorrence of the crime 
which they impute to me, doth stand preeminent. ’Tis said 
that by his virtues Hippolytus is known in Greece, and crime, 
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like virtue, hath degrees; one single day can not make a bad 
man just; nor can the good, in such short season, pass suddenly 
to utter baseness. Think well of this, my lord, and let my past 
life’s blamelessness attest my truth. I never wronged thy wife; 
nor does the dew from heaven more purely fall upon the lily’s 
breast, than toward her spotless beauty flows the current of my 
thought! 

Theseus, ’Tis this same pride, the odious principle of thy 
coldness, which condemns thee, traitor. Phmdra, alone, the 
peerless queen, had power to inspire thee, and, with lascivious 
eyes fastened on her charms, thy haughty soul disdained to 
kindle with legitimate fire. 

Hippolytus. 0 sacred love, be thou attestor of my inno¬ 
cence ! Here, at thy feet, my father, I confess the sole offence 
against thy house, my breast hath ever harbored. I love the 
daughter of thy enemy; Pallantus’ child hath vanquished me; 
Aricia holds me subject to her laws, and my soul, long bound 
within the trammels of her charms, can neither sigh nor bum 
elsewhere. ^ 

Theseus, Thou love Aricia ? No, no, it is too gross! And 
thou dost feign thy criminality in this to justify thy other 
baseness ? 

Hippolytus, By the earth, the heavens I swear!— 

Theseus, Away! the heavens refuse to succor thy false 
virtue! 

Hippolytus, Phaedra, in her heart, will render me more 
justice. 

Thesetu. Thy shamelessness excites my passion. Get thee 
to exile. My anger can prescribe no bounds for thee. Wert 
thou beyond the Herculean heights, I should deem myself too 
near a neighbor to thy infamy. Go find thy friend ’mong 
savages or outcast rebels, who honor incest and applaud adul¬ 
tery. Hence! thy presence poisons me! [Hcit Hippolytus^ 
A pause,'] 0 ill-starred youth! dishonored honor! Before 
thee ruin—^behind thee desolation! My son! my son! oh why 
hast thou afflicted me! Gould not these blanched hairs from thy 
remorseless heart wring some degree of pity. Was it for this 
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I buflt my hopes in thee! My son! the prop and glory of my 
name, whose virtues poets sing, whose courage heroes emulate— 
was there no heart save thy aged father’s worthy of thy fatal 
aim!—^that heart, which, while it bleeds, repeats thy praise; 
and, spite of thy offence, with every pulse records a prayer for 
thee! My tears plead for thee to these eyes through which 
my soul can never more behold thee—sorrow overburthens me— 
my soul is sad I [Dboops weeping. 

Phoedra. [Enteringi] What ails my lord? His voice, re¬ 
echoed through the halls, tells of his anger, and hath chilled 
my heart with fear. 

Theseus. My son I my son! 

Phoedra. ’Twas ’gainst him that I heard thee speak; with 
trembling haste I came to implore, if it be not too late, that 
thou wilt spare thy blood, nor add to my eternal grief, the pang 
of having shed it. 

I have spared his blood. Would he had spared 
the cause of my just anger. ’Twas not enough that he should 
stab my love—he must assail my hate. Aricia hath his vows: 
e’en now, on bended knee before the gods, hath he proclaimed 
his love for her— 

Phaedra. My lord, thou ’st filled my soul with wonder. 

Theseus. [Tottering off stage.'] Himself hath said it. Oh 
fallen son why hast thou seen the light I I will unto the altar, 
and acquaint my soul with peace. 

Phaedra. What news hath struck mine ear! What thun¬ 
derbolt hath curdeled up my blood! Hippolytus hath feeling— 
yet, never felt for me! Aricia hath his vows! Aricia hath his 
heart!—awhile, to my groans, his ear was deaf—while, to my 
tears, his eyes were blind—while, to pity, his heart was closed! 
Inexorable ingrate! while at his feet a queen, unheeded knelt, 
a slave o’er his proud heart held dominion! [ErUer (Enone.] 
(Enone hast heard the latest wonder 7 

(Enone. No, queen; but I tremble lest the design which 
tore thee from my arms, a moment since, thou hast pursued, and 
all be lost. 

Phaedra. (Enone, all is lost, and something gained. Hip- 




S8 


PRSIDBA. 


polytns, at last, is yanquished; this untamed tiger, this enemy 
to love, whom never we accosted without fear—^for whose fond 
favor thy mistress knelt—^wearying pity with her sighs—offend¬ 
ing dignity—at last hath knelt submissive, tamed, enslaved,— 
and whom, think’st thou, the happy conqueror? Aricia!— 
(En<me. A slave ? Zt cannot be!— 

Phcedra. It ts. Filled with remorse, I came to accuse 
myself unto his father; the frightful truth was trembling on my 
lips, when on the storm this thunder broke 1 Well ma/st thou 
wonder at such strange opposites,— 

(Enane. But she, his father’s enemy! 

Phcedra. His slave, (Enone! And she, the nameless scion of 
a blasted tree, is grafted on his heart, while Phmdra could not 
move his pity. Offended deities what torment have ye yet in 
store for me I He loves Aricia! All that 1 have suffered— 
hopes, fears, remorse, shame—were little to the hell that 
thought hath kindled here! How have they met ? Since when 
and where? Thou knew’st it, and did’st let mine innocence 
abuse me. 

(Enane. Thou wrongest me, madam. 

Phcedra. Ever, while the air was freighted with my sighs, 
flowed on their happiness in unbroken peace. Approving 
heaven smiles on their innocence, and bids them love. They 
bless the sun that brings them each to each, while, from its 
spotless light, I shut mine eyes lest it betray my guilty soul I 
In their loved presence, the amorous moments speed so softly 
by, they do not mark their flight; while, o’er my forehead, 
grief-laden time drags its slow pace, and leaves its furrows 
there! Outcast of nature! Abandoned of the gods! My 
heart bleeds fire—mine eyes weep gall. Death is the only god 
I can implore! 

(Enone. Unhappy queen,—^be patient; what though their 
vows be plighted, they will never meet again.— 

Phcedra. They will love each other ever. Exile may divide 
their paths—it can not separate their hearts. Ah, mortal 
thought! where will it end ? Yet, stay; the one is banished— 
let the other tremble! (Enone, thou hast helped me up the 
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height of sin—descent is easy; and at its base, through the dark 
gloom, a demon stands with welcome on his lip; and on his 
brow, in characters of fire, is written—vengeance! Let them 
beware the fury of an incensed woman; my jealous rage shall 
follow them,—Aricia shall be crushed! With hellish hate I 'll 
rouse my husband's wrath against the sister’s crime, to which 
her brother's sins were light! Stay!—what would I do. I am 
amazed; and reason, shuddering at the blood-stained thought, 
hath ta'en her flight from my distempered brain! Theseus 
alive, and Phsedra burning still—for whom 7 My heart hath 
answered, and the hollow sound hath made the hair upon my 
head erect with horror! Hence, homicidal purpose—detested 
crime—and let me view the sacred sun from which I am de¬ 
scended ! The heavens, the earth are peopled with my ances¬ 
tors—and shall I be enslaved! Shade of my father, I bend 
myself to the^; a cruel god betrayed thy child—thou wilt not 
desert her! Shame shrouds my soul—^have pity on my an¬ 
guish ! Rec^l my spirit; let it live again beyond the skies in 
all its pristine purity! I dare not meet the gods thus shrouded 
in the darkness of my soul—^they recompense thy virtues— 
plead for me 1 

(Enone. Repel this terror, gentle queen; regard thy fault 
with less severity. jPestiny is fixed —w ho can change it ; art 
thou the first hath yielded to its yoke? And wilt thou call that 
crime with which the gods themselves have burned? Who 
knows,—^Hippolytus may change, forsake Aricia, and return thy 
flame— 

Phcedra. What do I hear? What counsel falls from thy 
unholy lips ? Thus, then, unto the end thou ’d’st poison me! 
Thus, with thy impious voice, thou 'st caused my ruin; calling 
that fate—the incestuous fire thou ’st kindled in my breast, for 
which 1 bartered heaven! The subtle oil thou 'st poured into 
mine ear, with which thou’st murdered virtue! The day I 
would have flown him, ’tis thou did’st stay me ! I would avoid 
him—thou bad'st me see him! To-day I would acquit him to 
his father’s eyes—^thou did’st accuse him! But now, repentant, 
I knelt me to the gods—^thy saoriligious voice pursues me. 
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Henceforth be forever dumb; let thy foul speech be palsied in 
thy throat—thy tongue be petrified. Execrable monster— 
away, away,—^to thee I owe my torments ! May just heaven 
repay thee worthily! May the horrors of thy punishment 
spread o’er the land, to terrify all those who may, like thee, 
nourish the failings of weak mortals, urging them to likings to 
which their hearts incline, and smoothing, with their smiles, the 
road to shame! Detestable flatterers!—^the most unhappy gift 
celestial anger can make to man! Hence, away I Thou sear’st 
mine eyeballs. My soul can know no health in thy foul 
presence ! [Exit, (Enone following. 

The%em. {Entering ehwly^ I have seen Aricia, and 
closely questioning, have learned from her she loves my son; 
yet was her speech so oft begun so often interrupted, I 
half suspect they ’re in agreement to deceive me. Still, from 
the bottom of my heart, a voice ascends whose plaintive notes 
overflow mine eyes with pity. Gods illumine this dark mystery 
and set my soul at rest. {Pauee^ Let us a second time inter* 
rogate (Enone. {Qoee up and hech<m 9 an Panopa.) Go, bid 
(Enone hither and see she come alone. 

Panopa. But now, my lord, she hastened from the palace, 
pale with terror, and threw herself into the sea, which seeing, 
from his chariot that conveyed him to 1^ ship, the prince, 
Hippolytus, plunged into the boiling waves, and now e’en while 
I speak, is struggling with Neptune to rescue her from death. 

Theseus. What new horror’s this I (Enone dying—Hip¬ 
polytus and the queen ? 

Panopa. She wildly weeping, sometimes takes her children, 
bathes them with her tears, then suddenly turns from them 
and calls upon the gods. Her eyes all wandering, with heedless 
step she totters here and there; thrice hath she commenced to 
write and thrice with sudden thought destroyed, the unfinished 
page. It is not known what troubles her. 

1 heseus. Go bring me tidings of the Prince. {Exity Panopa.) 
Whither shall 1 turn my afflicted soul I On all sides ruin—^in all 
hearts sorrow! Remorseless Neptune, yielding to my prayers, 
attacks my son I It is too late to ask your clemency, ye gods. 
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yet if ye be merciful, retard my wish! A child, though fallen, 
is still a child! Hippolytus, my son, the pride of my old age, 
why didst thou offend me! And ye, oh, gods, to whom against 
him I upraised my voice, why hasten thus so suddenly to avenge 
me! {Enter Aricia.) What do ^st thou in this place ? How 
hast thou abused my son? 

Aricia. I, my lord? 

Thesem. Thou I What sorrow hath given birth to thy tears ? 
Why change thy color ? Why thus confused ? Aye, droop 
thy head: his first sighs are thy happy work. 

Aricia. My lord, to thy just anger I already have revealed 
the truth. 1 love thy son; his heart hath not inherited thy 
hate, and by his kindness often hath he lifted from my soul the 
weight with which thy cruelty oppressed it. 

Theseus. 1 understand; he fed thine ears with vows of 
love; be not too certain of his constancy; to another he hath 
sworn as much, and gives thee but a share of what he offers at 
her shrine. Thou should ’st render him less fickle. 

Aricia. My lord, I am too well acquainted with his heart to 
doubt its constancy—^would that his father could see him with 
zny eyes; then had his virtues shone like stars whose beams had 
guided thee where lay the truth. 

Theseus. Spare thy words; thou speak’st in vain; tears 
can not wash out from his soul his crime—dark dyed in in¬ 
famy. This love hath blinded thee I fear. 

Aricia. Take heed, my Lord, thine eyes do serve thee well. 
Thy hands invincible have monsters slain, but all are not de¬ 
stroyed. Take heed, I say, while these vast shores thou purgest 
of the serpents—a reptile yet unknown, with unsuspicioned 
venom, creep not to thy bosom. Thou’st called down Nep¬ 
tune's anger on thy son—pray heaven it love thee far too well 
to grant thy wish, lest through thy victim's cries it terribly 
rebuke thy blindness. [Enter Panopd] 

Panopa. My lord, the prince, returned from fruitless bat¬ 
tling with the waves, is hither come to ask thou wilt permit him 
audience before he quit the state. 
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TheBeui. Alive! and I shall see his face once more! Ah, 
wretched father. Let him approach. (Enter Hippolytw.) 
Thou here again ? What wouldst thou with the king? 

Hippolyttts. Thy sovereign mercy; not for myself, knowing 
I hold no place within thy favor; yet ere I take my leave for¬ 
ever from thy sight, let me commend to thy abused mind the 
friendless desolation of Pallantus* child. She is not guilty—let 
her not suffer. Of my estate, Trezena, which my grandsire 
left me—suffer me to give her half, the other half will amply 
serve my wishes, when 1 remember she is not dependent. And 
if, ere her young heart break at my sad absence, thou can ’st 
recall the days when to thy heart my memory was dear, I ask 
that in their name thou wilt restore her liberty. Then, Aricia, 
we may meet again! This wish expressed, my lord, I have no 
more to say: yet still, affection lingers and tears in spite of 
manhood course my cheeks. 

ThesetiSj (in tears.) Bear him away. I would be alone. 
Now let the gods dispense what happiness they may—^they 
can not recompense the sorrow of this hour! 

Phcedra. {Tottering on the stagey pale and trembling^ 
He is not guilty. Listen, Theseus. ’Twas I who on thy 
chaste, respectful son did dare to cast profane, incestuous 
eyes. The furies kindled in my breast unholy fire—^the gods 
deserted me—^unpitying Venus mocked at my despair—(Enone’s 
words, all honeyed o’er with hope, deceived mine ear 
beguiling me to dark desires. She feared Hippolytus, knowing 
of my love, would to thine ear report the unfiriendly tale, and 
to thy rage did hasten to accuse him. In the excess of guilt 
my first dark crime brought with it, I plunged so deep I lost 
myself. (Enone, flying my resentment, found in the waves a 
punishment too mild. Medea’s gift—a deadly poison—^freezes 
up my heart—a chill, cold mist is gathered o’er mine eyes— 
concealing from my sight thy offended presence. I dare not 
ask forgiveness of thee (to Hippolytus) —^here at thy feet let my 
expiring breath restore thy sullied innocence. [niBS. 
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